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Fuck A Foo 


Dave smirked as he spied the petite blonde at the bar. All skinny arms and slender hips, the man nursed a club 
soda while his eyes roamed around the busy venue. Dave had no clue why the blonde man was there but he 


had every intention to use and abuse him before kicking him back out on to the street. 


Revenge was one his mind and it was dish that was going to be served steaming hot. For the past two years 
his blood had been boiling. Ever since David had walked out on him and straight in to the arms of Dave Grohl, 
Mustaine had been looking for a way to get back at both men. And the perfect opportunity was sitting right in 
front him. 


He walked up to the bar and stood next to Taylor. The blonde man barely glanced at him before returning his 


attention to the party that was happening in one corner. 
"Not invited?" Dave asked. 
He was determined to strike up a conversation and get the other man's attention. Taylor just shrugged in 


response. Dave smirked; he liked a challenge. He ordered himself a drink before asking Taylor if he wanted a top 


up. The blonde man waved his nearly empty glass and Dave ordered another for him. When his beer arrived, 


Dave took a slug and glanced around the bar. 
"Here alone?" 


Again, Taylor shrugged before glancing at Dave. "What do you care? And don't think | don't know who you are, 
Mustaine. You're the guy who treated David like a toy.” 


Dave raised an eyebrow at that. "Really, now? Is that what he's been telling you in between blowing and banging 


your boss?" 


"Pretty much." Taylor glared at him. "And don't talk like that about them. They're happy together. You need to 


move the fuck on" 
Ignoring Taylor's icy expression, Dave smiled. "How about | prove that l'm not an asshole?" 
"How about you go the fuck away.’ 


Dave took a moment to compose himself. He could tell that Taylor was trying to push his buttons and rightly 
so. Dave hadn't always been the nicest person in the world, especially to his bassist. 


"Taylor," he said gently, "don't talk like that. It doesn't sound nice coming out of your mouth." 

The drummer seemed momentarily stunned and something akin to innocence flashed across his face. 
However, he quickly recovered and snapped back with, "It's Mr Hawkins to you, you controlling asshole." 

Funny. Ive heard the same about your boss. 

Dave resisted saying it. He had a game plan and didn't want to further antagonise the drummer. Holding his 
hands up, Dave smiled as sweetly as possible. "Okay, | admit it. I'm controlling and an asshole. But | have to be. 
Its the nature of the business. You know that as well as anyone. And if | could take back everything I'd said 
and done to Dave, | would He deserves far better and I'm happy that he's found someone who loves him in the 
way that he deserves to be loved" 

Fuck. Where did that come from? 

Taylor's face softened a little but Dave could tell that he hadn't entirely let his guard down. 

| know what you mean. This business is cut throat. I'm in it to play music not to get messed up in the 
politics," Taylor finally said. "And it's not always a barrel of laughs. We have it easy. But with Chevy, | saw 


some of the darker side. People trying to screw you over and shit." 


Dave nodded. "I love the Chevy idea. Its been fun watching you guys play the festivals. I'm sorry | didn't get to 


catch you. You've got a good voice from what I've heard." 
Taylor beamed and Dave gave himself a mental pat on the back. 
"You should come and see us play sometime," Taylor said. "I'll put you on the guest list." 


Dave could feel himself warming to the blonde man, a feeling that he pushed down as quickly as possible. He 
didn't want to feel anything for Taylor. All he wanted to do was fuck the Foo and dump back in to the arms of 
his traitorous ex-boyfriend and his dark-haired fuck buday. 


"That would be great," he replied. "Thank you. And if you ever want to come and jam with us, just give me a 


shout. We'd be happy to accommodate you." 


Taylor's face broke in to the biggest, happiest smile that Dave had ever seen. David had once smiled like that. 
Then he'd discovered what Dave was like and the smile had turned upside down. 


‘Seriously?! | could come and play with you?!" 
Dave shrugged. "Sure. Itll be fun" 


Looking around himself, Dave spotted an empty table in a secluded corner. Perfect. Pushing himself away from 
the bar, he nodded towards the table. "Let's go and sit somewhere a little more comfortable." 


At that, Taylor's eyes narrowed. "What makes you think | want to share a table with you, Mustaine?" 


Dave sighed. He thought he'd been getting somewhere. "Just for one evening, Taylor? Please? Let's put aside 
our differences and let me prove to you that I'm not always the bad guy that David makes me out to be." 


Walking away from the bar, he decided to let Taylor make up his mind on whether to follow or not. He sat at 
the table with the beer resting in front of him. Taking his phone from his pocket, Dave checked Twitter with 
the intention of posting an update on how he was sitting in a snug in a sweet little bar and enjoying a beer. 
Instead the first post in his feed was from David. It was a selfie of himself and Grohl grinning like idiots at 
some awards ceremony somewhere. Anger flared through Dave and he slammed the phone face down onto the 


table. 


He glanced back to Taylor and saw the blonde man giving him a quizzical look. With a shrug of a shoulder, Dave 
gestured him closer. Suddenly, and without hesitation, Taylor was walking over to him. The party that had been 
in another corner seemed to have quietened down and the bar had settled in to a quiet evening. Other people 


were chattering and soft music played over the speakers. 
"Want to tell me why you slammed the phone down?" Taylor asked as he sat across from Dave. 


"Work stuff" 


"Sure it wasn't David?" 


Taylor was looking at him with the intensity of a cheetah spying its prey. Dave didn't want to shrink back and 
he felt his shoulders tighten 


"Okay," he confessed. "It was David" 
"Want to tell me why you two split up?" Taylor took a sip of his drink, his hazel eyes boring in to Dave's. 
"Why do you think? I'm an asshole and he eventually got tired of it. He walked out and went straight to Dave." 


Dave felt a twinge of pain at the memory. It was a memory that, two years later, was all too raw. They'd 
screamed at one another, calling each other every name under the sun Eventually, David had stomped off, the 
door slamming in his wake. The next thing Dave knew, all of David's personal belongings were gone and photos of 
him and Grohl were being thrust in his face. He'd gone through the stages of grief, wrecking the house, and 
himself, in the process. David wasn't allowed to love another, especially not someone as dashing and as popular 


as Grohl. But he was and Dave was still struggling to accept it. 


Taking a long drink of his beer, Dave decided to change the subject. "What about you? Have you got a 


partner?" 


Taylor smiled wistfully and shook his head, his hair falling over his eyes. He looked sweet and nothing like the 


foul mouthed, stony faced drummer from a few moments earlier. 
"Nah. No on at the minute." 


"Really?" Dave genuinely was surprised. "But you're so handsome. l'm surprised that you don't have people 


falling at your feet" 

Dave watched as Taylor's blush deepened and he lowered his head a little more. 

"Sure, people want me. But not in that way. | want someone to love, you know? Not just a quick fuck" 

Dave nodded and kept his hand wrapped around the bottle. Sweat was beading along his forehead. Oh, how he 
could take the blonde man there and then. Bend him over the bar's table and pound his little ass. Yet, while he 
was entertaining ideas of just tossing Taylor back out on to the street, there was another need growing deep 
inside of him. The need to look after the other man, to love him and care for him. 


Shaking his head, Dave drowned the rest of his beer and got to his feet. "Another drink?" 


Taylor waved his empty glass and Dave plucked it from his fingers. He took several deep breaths as he walked 
back to the bar. Dave had no clue what he was doing. When he'd spotted Taylor, his first thoughts had been to 


using the slender drummer in the most disgusting and degrading ways before dumping him out with the trash. 
But now.. 


Dave closed his eyes and thought back over the past twenty four months. He thought of the times he'd seen 
David looking deliriously happy on TV and in photographs. He remembered the Ellefson/Grohl engagement 
announcement being splattered all over the front page of the Hollywood Reporter. He remembered Grohl's 
sickeningly sweet dedication to David at that years Grammys. With each memory the anger and bitterness 


began to rise again. 


He nodded to the barman and glanced down at Taylor's club soda "Can you make me an alcoholic sweet tea, too. 


But my friend doesn't like the taste of alcohol so can you disguise it?" 


The barman just nodded and got to work. If Dave really wanted to fuck David and Grohl over then he'd do it in 
style. 


Taylor was grateful for the change in drink and Dave gleefully watched as the drummer guzzled it down. 
"Tastes good!" Taylor exclaimed. "What's in it?" 


Dave shrugged. "I don't know but | told him you don't drink alcohol." Looking around the bar, he continued, "The 
guy's obviously working in the wrong place if he can knock up a sweet tea that tastes that good" 


The drummer seemed to have calmed a little and there was a touch of colour to his cheeks. Dave smiled. 
"So what you look for in a partner?" 
Taylor looked at the empty glass and swirled the straw in the last of the sticky mixture. 


"You know, someone who's kind. Someone who'll listen to me. Someone who realises that sometimes | can't 
process the world around me properly. Someone who'll hold me when it all gets too much." He gave a little 
shrug and looked down at the table. "Sometimes the world's overwhelming and | like it when there's someone 


there who'll tell me that everything's going to be okay. | sound like such a fuckin’ sap. I'm sorry." 


"Don't apologise," Dave softly replied. "We all need that in our lives. Heck, even | do and maybe that's why | 
react like | do. | didn't have a lot of love in my early life and now | find it hard to express it. But you deserve 
it, Taylor. Really, you do." 


Wide hazel eyes peered at him through strings of blonde hair and Dave was sure that Taylor was on the 
verge of tears. Getting to his feet, he walked around the table and sat beside the drummer. Even if he did 


want to treat Taylor like a whore, there was no reason that he couldn't be his friend for a few moments. The 


slender man curled up against him when Dave wrapped an arm around his shoulders. He shuddered beneath 


Dave's touch, obviously trying to hide his tears. 


‘Its okay," Dave murmured. "Really, it is. | know what it's like to hurt" He paused and let Taylor have a few 


more moments. “Why don't | get you home?" 

"You've been drinking” 

So have you 

"Hl be fine," Taylor continued. 

"| insist," Dave gently pressed. "You're obviously distressed and | want to make sure that you get home safely” 


Or into my bed Where Im going to fuck you and then make you lose all trust in humanity by kicking you out two 
y going y y y gy 


seconds affer Ive blown my load inside of you 
Taylor lifted his head and looked at Dave with watery eyes. He gave a single, short nod. 
"Appreciate that." 


Getting to his feet, Dave held out a hand. When Taylor took it, he helped the other man stand. As they walked 
to the door, he asked, "Where do you live?" 


"Not around here. Got a hotel’ 

"Which hotel?" 

Taylor swayed a little and Dave was surprised at the effect that one drink was having on him. 
"The Pacific Terrace," Taylor softly slurred. 

Dave smiled. "Same as me. 

Taylor lifted his head and gave Dave an odd look. "Really?" 


They stepped from the bar and out into the warm evening. In the distance, Dave could hear other people 
partying. Music blasted from the club next door. 


"Yep. Same place. I'm here for some meetings. What about you?" 


"The surf," Taylor replied. "I'm here to catch some waves.” 


Dave nodded and stood on the kerb. As a taxi barrelled towards them, he held out his hand. The yellow car all 
but skidded to a stop and Dave pulled the back door open He bundled Taylor in before following. 


He caught the cab driver's eye in the rear view mirror. "Pacific Terrace Hotel, please." 

The bars and hotels flickered by in a spectrum of neon lights until the car finally pulled on to the coastal road. 
Dave could smell the sea and feel the breeze drifting through the car's AC. Beside him, Taylor sat slumped 
with his head on Dave's shoulder. Gently he petted the drummer's silky hair. 

"Want to stay with you," Taylor whispered. 

Dave's heart flipped and he slid his arm around Taylor's shoulders. "Yeah?" 


The drummer pressed himself closer, his nose nuzzling at Dave's hair. "Yeah." 


Pulling him close, Dave pressed a kiss to the top of Taylor's head. That knot in his stomach didn't mean 
anything, did it? 


"Maybe David was wrong," Taylor mumbled. "Maybe you're not that bad. Maybe you do know how to be kind" 


This was a side of Taylor that Dave hadn't expected to see. He'd fully expected the mouthy, kind-of-arrogant 
drummer to return. Taylor didn't look like the kind of guy who got mushy and snuggled in the back of cars. He 
looked like the kind of guy who pulled your dick out and rode it like he was taking part in a rodeo. 


Swallowing around the lump in his throat, Dave said, "Maybe it'll just take the right kind of person to help me." 


The taxi pulled up to the hotel and Dave paid before helping Taylor out. They walked through the lobby, pausing 
only for Taylor to briefly admire the glittering chandelier. Dave could feel himself giving in to the other man, 
the hatred and need to use Taylor slowly melting away. For a moment, he watched as Taylor stood in the 


middle of the marble floor, his head back as he looked at the crystal lights that hung above them. 
Eventually Taylor returned his attention to Dave, a soft smile on his lips. "Pretty." 


"Just like you." In one movement, Dave slid the card key from his pocket with one hand and took Taylor's hand 


with the other. 


The atmosphere in the elevator was tense, rippling with electricity as if both men knew what was coming next. 
They stared at one another like prize fighters before a bout, each sizing the other up and wondering up who 
end up on top. 


Dave's room overlooked the sea and he didn't bother to close the curtains as they walked in. Instead, he turned 
on the bedside lights and, for a heartbeat, he gazed out over the moonlit ocean. What was he doing? He had a 


Foo in his room, a man who, while he was single, still belonged to someone else. Someone far more powerful 


than him. While he knew that Grohl probably wouldn't do anything to harm him, he wouldn't put it past David 
to take some covert swipe at him in the media. Something along the lines of "Mustaine's still using people for 
his own ends". 


Besides, he'd returned to the room with one thought in mind; to fuck Taylor's brains out and then fuck up his 
heart. But when he turned to look at the drummer, Dave felt himself giving in. 


Taylor stood there, his hands shoved in the pockets of his jeans, looking every inch like he was a lost soul in a 
world that wouldn't understand him. His hair hung over his face and his eyes appeared to be looking at 
something other than Dave, something that only he could see. He looked nothing like the man he'd met in the 
bar, the man who'd come across as someone who could hold his own with Dave. Just an hour before, Dave had 
been convinced that Taylor was ready to slug him and make him pay for what he'd done to Dave. The look in 
his eyes had been one of pure hatred and Dave could still see the way that Taylor's lips had curled back. That 


had been a man who'd wanted nothing more than to put Dave six feet under and dance on his grave. 


Stepping up to him, Dave ran a hand over Taylor's cheek and drew him closer. The blonde man's eyes snapped 
to his and he looked like a stunned deer before he began to relax. 


"Taylor," he murmured. 


Dave stared in to the other man's eyes, searching for any sign of distress. When he didn't find any, he leaned 
in and gave the drummer the gentlest of kisses. When Taylor didn't pull away, Dave melted. When willowy arms 
went around his neck, Dave's heart exploded. 


The kiss was soft and slow, each man carefully exploring the other. Taylor's hands whispered beneath Dave's 
hair and tickled the back of his neck. He could feel the other man's body beginning to react, just as his own 
was awakening. Again, Dave tried to remind himself of the game he was playing. Again, he failed as his heart 


overrode the desire to hurt David as much as possible. 


Sliding his hands beneath Taylor's shirt, he murmured, "Let me see that gorgeous body. Let me worship it and 


make you feel like a million dollars." 


He was surprised when Taylor pulled away and, with a small smile on his lips, began to strip away his clothes. 
The drummer seemed relaxed in his nudity, standing before Dave with a hand placed on one slender hip and the 


other cradling his sizeable erection. 


Dave let his eyes ride over the drummer before he began to unbutton his own shirt. He looked nowhere near 
as good as Taylor did and what was in his pants was considerably smaller. But he knew how to make someone 


happy, and that was all that mattered. 


Dropping his clothes on to a nearby chair, he walked back up to the blonde man and ran a hand up his ribs and 


over his chest. Taylor smiled and purred, his head cocked to one side as Dave admired him. 


"You're not so bad yourself, Mustaine," he softly said. 


Dave smiled at that and leaned in for another kiss. "You're beautiful. Absolutely stunning. How has no one 


snapped you up?" 


Taylor's arms went back around his neck, his lips sealed against Dave's. "Because the guy | was in love with 


hooked up with the guy you were in love with." 
His heart broke at those few words and he held Taylor close. "lm sorry," he murmured. "l'm so sorry." 


"IFs okay. I'm getting over it" The blonde paused for a moment only to nip at Dave's lower lip. "But now I've got 


someone just as hot giving me some attention. So things are getting better." 


Dave couldn't hide his glee and he wrapped his arms tightly around Taylor. Picking him up, Dave carried him to 
the bed and gently lay the drummer down. His sunkissed hair fanned across the crisp white pillows and his cock 
lay heavily against his stomach. There was a relaxed smile on Taylor's lips and he gave his cock a long, slow 


stroke. 
"Come and ravish me," he purred. "Please." 
"I'd love to do nothing more,’ Dave softly replied. 


Kneeling on the bed, he slid his body over Taylor's, savouring the feeling of naked skin against his own. There 
had been others since David but none of them had responded to him with the sultry sensuality that Taylor 
had. His hands roamed over the drummer's small, tight body, taking in sinewy muscles and taunt, tanned skin 
His lips lavished Taylor's chest and shoulders with kisses, teasing and tasting. All the while, Taylor purred and 
writhed, his hands looped under Dave's shoulders and stroking along his back. 


"lim gonna make you feel so good," he murmured. "Gonna wash away all those memories." 
"l'm gonna do the same for you," Taylor murmured in his ear. 


Stretching over to the bedside table, Dave riffled through the top drawer and produced a bottle of lube. He 
watched Taylor as he carefully prepared him, noting how the younger man seemed to enjoy every moment of 
it. + seemed like Dave wasn't the only one who'd had other male lovers. Had Grohl and Taylor been together? 
Had Grohl cast Taylor aside in favour of David just as David had cast himself aside in favour of Grohl? If he 
had, maybe it was the universe telling Taylor and himself something. Maybe they had been destined to meet 
and to fall helplessly in love. 


A soft sigh left Dave's lips as he slowly entered the other man. Beneath him, Taylor stilled, the ghost of a 
gasp caught on his lips. 


"You feel amazing," the younger man said. 


Dave felt a blush creep up his cheeks and he dipped his head to kiss Taylor. "As do you." 


Sliding his hands beneath Taylor's shoulders, Dave held him close as he began to move. His hips rocked slowly, 
Dave taking his time and enjoying the moment. The younger man wound himself around Dave, his long arms and 
legs holding him tight. There was no need to hurt the drummer. No need to cause the pain and heartbreak 


that he'd originally intended to. Instead, they both needed the love that the other could bring in order to heal. 


